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exclusively on Acclaim's now defunct TUROK.COM (thanks internet 
archive!). To my knowledge it was never published anywhere else and 
certainly never had a physical release. But now it lives on as an unofficial 
ebook! 


Fabian Nicieza helmed the Turok comic reboot after Acclaim bought 
Valiant Comics and wrote much of the comic series. He is also credited in 
the Turok novels as he and Teitelbaum created the story arch for them 
(which are in turn based on the Acclaim Comics version of the Turok 
mythos that he came up with, as is this book). So while not specifically 
written as a fifth entry, it is an “official” story and fits well enough with 
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Joshua Fireseed has been Turok for eighteen months. He's a little 
older, out of high school and attending college. Primagen is dead (though 
Josh didn't kill him in the books) and Galyanna is dealing with the 
aftermath. Alison Fireseed, Josh's sister and a major character in the 
Teitelbaum novels, is sadly not in this story. Barry Hackowitcz, Josh's 
long-time best bud and current college roommate, is still along for the ride 
however. Adon, who we sadly didn't see much of after her apparent 
betrayal in the novels, plays a significant role here and stirs complicated 
feeling in the young Turok. Most of the cast is here and, besides the little 
bit about Primagen being dead, it all feels like a nice continuance of the 
novels. 


It is important to keep in mind that Fabian Nicieza is primarily a 
comic writer and it really shows here. The chapters were released one at a 
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series. Be prepared for a recap of everything you've just read at the 
beginning of each chapter (again, like a comic). 


Special thanks to Kosh for bringing this to my attention! Thanks to 
you, this lost Turok novella has (hopefully) been saved from the internet 
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CHAPTER 1 


THE LAMAZE CLASS 
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Through a searing stab of pain, Barry Hackowitcz looked down at the 
glowing white arrow sticking out of his butt. “I know, I know,” he 
muttered. “I can be such a pain in the ass...” 


With those words, Barry fainted. Not normally a young man able to 
tolerate much pain to begin with, Barry might have endured the sting of a 
normal arrow wedged into the scrawny white flesh of his rear end, but not 
one of Turok's neuropathic arrows. Upon contact, the glowing white shaft 
released a bioelectric impulse through a target's nervous system, in essence 
temporarily paralyzing them with a synaptic shock. 


Joshua Fireseed, Barry's college dorm mate, who was also the Turok, 
protector of the universe (and, by the way, the person who fired the arrow 
which nailed Barry to begin with) sighed in resigned expectation as his 
best friend's body collapsed with a splash into the milky white fluid which 
surrounded them. 


Lifting Barry up so he wouldn't drown in the brackish, secreted fluid 
of the Burrakian gestation chamber, Josh rested his friend alongside the 
slimy, dripping wall of the alien's internal nourishment canal. They were 
inside an alien that was two hundred foot-long and eighty feet-tall! 


Just thinking about how calmly he accepted those concepts would 
normally have been enough to make Joshua laugh with incredulity, but his 
best friend's condition precluded him from enjoying the humor in his 
existence as Turok and in their current predicament. 


Joshua reached into the leather satchel hanging at his waist. It was 
called the Light Burden and had been in his family for several centuries. It 
was the conduit for the energy that fueled the Turok lineage. The fringed 
bag was their pipeline into the very fabric of the universe and served as 


their weapon's arsenal as well. The loose, worn satchel appeared empty, 
but as the young Saquin's fingers brushed the empty air just inside the 
Light Burden's raised flap, a soft wind whispered from within the bag's 
void. A faint noise filtered through the air, like the jingling of bells, and a 
scent — a hint of leaves and pine needles — softly cut through the 
overwhelming stench of the fluid around them. 


Turok pulled out a second neuropathic arrow from within the bag. 
Had anyone been watching, they would not have been able to understand 
how a twenty-four inch shaft could have come out of a bag that only 
appeared to be about fourteen inches deep. As if watching a magician 
perform a trick, the arrow kept coming out, until it's entirety glowed with a 
pure gauze-blue light in Joshua's hand. 


Joshua promptly spun around, holding the arrow like a spear, and 
drove it down through Barry's jeans into his other butt cheek! Barry 
reacted instantly, bucking up into a standing position with a cat-like shriek 
as the reverse polarity of the bioelectric impulses of the two different 
arrows canceled each other out. 


Rubbing his butt where the two energy arrows had simply dissipated 
into thin air, Barry asked, “Are you having fun yet?!” 


“Remember the scene in Pulp Fiction when they slammed the 
hypodermic home into Uma Thurman's chest?” asked Josh by way of an 
explanation. 


“T remember Uma Thurman's chest...” mumbled Barry. 


“Never mind,” replies Josh. “Sorry about nailing you the first time 
around — but it was your idea to give it a try, don't forget.” 


Trapped inside the chamber and unable to proceed towards the target 
they were enlisted to protect, Joshua had notched the arrow and let it fly. 
On Barry's recommendation, they had hoped to cause a muscular spasm in 
the Burrakian's chamber, which would have given them passage through 
the currently blocked organ. The arrow had simply bounced off the flexible 
muscular lining, ricocheted off the wall behind them and nailed Barry, 
who, ironically enough, had been standing behind Josh for protection. 


“Any other suggestions?” asked Josh as they trudged through the 
waist-high fluid of the sack as if wading through a stagnant pond of sour 


milk. 
“Well, what do you normally do on a date?” mocked Barry. 


“T have a feeling that even my legendary status as campus stud isn't 
going to buy me a chance to score with a Burrakian,” laughed Josh, 
reaching into the Light Burden again. “But then again...” 


From the arsenal of the Turok, a bag that held an infinite array of 
weapons, from fusion cannons to plasma grenade launchers, from tek bows 
to a kinetic-discharge battle-axe, Joshua removed... a single eagle feather? 


“Ts this really an appropriate time to try and seduce this chick?” asked 
a dismayed Barry as he slipped on the soft, slippery lining under his feet 
and hit face first into the fetid fluid. 


“IT read in a magazine one time that the achieving isn't the key to a 
good relationship, the sustaining is...” laughed Josh as, with the feather 
placed between his teeth, he slowly began to scale the pulsating wall that 
enclosed them inside the tunnel-like organ. 


Gripping muscular fibers and vein clusters along the membrane 
womb, Turok reached the opening of the muscular valve, which was sealed 
tight about fifteen feet over them. He looked down at Barry and said, 
“Now tell me again what should happen if this muscle flexes and opens 
up?” 


“Well, I'm pretty sure it should just stay open, allowing any necessary 
nutrients to enter the conduit tube leading deeper into the body,” replied 
Barry to a hollow echo. 


“And this tunnel leads directly into the — the uhm... thing we're here 
to help?” asked Joshua, knowing the answer based on the debriefing they 
had before even undertaking the mission, but still needing to hear it in 
order to ground this ridiculous venture into some semblance of reality. 


“Yup,” said Barry succinctly. 


“Thanks for the detailed response, Mr. Science,” muttered Josh as he 
reached forward with his hand holding the eagle feather. 


Feeling like an idiot, Joshua softly ran the feather over the sealed 
valve and tickled the muscle. 


From below, Barry called out, “Don't you usually whisper sweet- 
nothings into her ear?” 


“Shut up.” 


He moved the feather up and down the six-foot long seal in the 
membrane wall, hoping it would stimulate a reflexive response. Slowly, 
the muscle relaxed. It loosened slightly, as Josh felt a rush of warm air 
brush up against his face. It smelled horrible. Like waking up face down 
on a carpet the morning after a frat party. 


“T think it's working,” said Josh. 


Barry looked around as the fluid began to rise around him. Whereas it 
had been waist high, the milky substance now had reached his chest. “It 
must be because her body is reacting to it, preparing to provide a feeding, 
maybe?” 


Josh kept tickling the partially open muscle and then he realized 
something. The warm air had come from behind him. That meant whatever 
was on the other side of the valve was sucking in from where they were. 


“Uhm... Barry, the chamber we're inside now builds a fluid which is 
used as food, right?” 


“Uh-huh.” 
“And the fluid level is rising down there, right?” 
“Uh-huh.” 


“And that means whatever is in here is going to go down there, 
right?” 


“Uh-huh.” 


Then the muscle valve suddenly opened with a jarring, wrenching 
sound, as if a wet bath mat were being pulled up in front of Josh's face. A 
sucking vacuum tugged at Joshua furiously. His beaded wooden reed 
breastplate flapped forward at a horizontal angle, the fringes on his cougar- 
skin leggings over his jeans fluttered like handle-bar streamers on a child's 
bicycle and his shaggy black hair, previously matted to his face from the 
damp humidity inside the womb, slapped up and down against his face. 


Joshua's reflexes saved him from being drawn into the dark tunnel 
before him as he wedged his hands against the opening which lined the 
valve. His feet, clad in leather combat boots, found a firm foothold along 
the rubber-band consistency of the muscular lining. Milky white fluid 
began to slap at his back in increasingly growing gushes. 


“This is not good!” he called out to no answer. 
“Barry?” 

No answer. 

“Barry?” 


He tried to look behind him against the surging wind that whipped 
against his face only to see his best friend caught in a rising tidal wave of 
fetid white liquid. 


Barry's head rose above the rushing, swirling pulse and said, “Glub!” 


That was the last thing Joshua heard before he was slammed by the 
force of the flood, followed by a pounding hit from Barry's contorted body. 
The pressure from both was enough to force Joshua to loosen his grip. 


The two young men were pushed forward, into the darkness. 
Drowning in the thick fluid and heading deeper into the unknown, Joshua 
wondered how they had gotten into such an incredible predicament to 
begin with. 


Blackness encroached on his consciousness. As he ran out of breath, 
his mouth opened up. Fluid rushed into his lungs. 


And that's when Joshua passed out... 


CHAPTER 2 


A WOMB WITH A VIEW 
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When Joshua Fireseed, college student and Turok, the techno-magic 
Saquin protector of the gateways between Earth and an interdimensional 
sewer Called the Lost Land, opened his eyes after a troubled dream, the last 
thing he ever expected to see was his best friend and college roommate, 
Barry Hackowitcz, trying to kiss him. 


Gagging, Josh realized he was flat on his back on what felt like a 
mattress made of mucous. He pushed Barry off of him with an irritated 
shove, as an awareness of the situation dawned over him. 


They were on a mission in Galyanna, the Lost Land. They were inside 
the immense body of an alien species known as a Burrakian. 


The Burrakian were sentient environmental entities, beings who 
literally became a part of the landscape after birth, joining their fellow 
Burrakians, never moving for their entire lifespan, but accommodating any 
life forms who took up residence on their conjoined mass. This particular 
creature was two hundred feet long and eighty feet tall. 


Their job was to place a special encephalographic cybernetic implant 
into a gestating Burrakian newborn. In their effort to find the fetus, they 
had been trapped inside the muscular lining of the creature's internal 
organs and been flushed through the organ in a drowning rush of body 
secretions like so much body waste. 


The last memory Joshua had before he blacked out was of his lungs 
filling with the milky white substance. Had he drowned? He tried to talk, 
but all that came out was a gurgle from his throat and a trickle of fluid 
down his chin. “Easy. Don't try to talk just yet,” said his friend. “That was 
a close one.” 


Joshua gasped in chunks of the rancid air around them. It smelled and 
tasted like the underside of a wet band-air. He coughed out another 
mouthful of fluid. “I'll always look back on our first kiss fondly...” he 
muttered caustically. 


Barry chuckled, running his thin hands through his disheveled, sticky 
wet hair. “You'd stopped breathing, Josh,” he said. “I did mouth-to-mouth 
and CPR for almost three minutes before your heart started beating again.” 


“How did you manage to make it through that tidal wave of muck?” 
asked Josh, regaining sensation in his fingertips as he lifted himself up to a 
sitting position. 


“Since the water level rose around me, [ had time to ride it all out like 
a wave, “ he explains. “You were so busy trying to open up that sealed 
muscle valve that the rush of fluid hit you like a train.” 


Josh looked around the dank environment around him. The walls 
oozed with glistening fluid. The “floor” beneath him — indeed, the 
“walls” and “ceilings” — undulated softly with the creatures' rhythmic 
breathing pattern. The stink was unbearable. And due to his heightened 
sense of smell, Joshua was forced in endure its intensity. As he accessed 
the power of Turok through the interspatial energies contained within the 
seemingly empty satchel at his waist, all of his five senses, as well as his 
physical strength and agility, were enhanced. 


Usually, that proved to be quite a rush, but not in this situation. 


“Where are we?” asked Josh, staring into the inky blackness, his 
pupils taking on a faint reddish-glow as he accessed the night vision of a 
gray wolf. “Looks like more guts. But there's something up ahead.” 


Barry smacked at the searchlight velcroed around his wrist. “This 
sucker's shorted out.” 


Joshua reached into the open flap of his satchel. The Light Burden. A 
faint jingle of chimes whistled through the air with a hollow echo. The 
scent of pine needles filtered through the air, momentarily slicing through 
the fetid aroma of the Burrakian intestinal tract. 


From the seemingly empty bag, Joshua removed an eighteen-inch 
faceted brass wand with a pulsing orange oval membrane attached to the 


end. His power flowed through the wand, activating the membrane, which 
shone with a soft haze, lighting the area all around them. 


“Tt's a boy,” mumbled Barry absently as they looked at the far end of 
the chamber they were trapped in. 


Twenty yards away, wrapped in the equivalent of a fetal position, 
surrounded by dozens of thick, viscous, veiny tendrils leading from its 
body to the surrounding cavern walls, was the nascent Burrakian. 


“Tt's a small mountain!” exclaimed an astonished Joshua. Even after 
everything he had seen in the two years since he had become Turok, he 
was still surprised by the new, strange sites he encountered. It was part of 
what made risking his life on a daily basis worth it. 


“You got the doo-hickey?” he asked. 


Barry struggled spastically with his backpack, removing several 
components and snapping them together to form a three-foot long prod 
with four expansion platforms coming off at the joints. The device was an 
encephalographic cybernetic probe. When attached to the Burrakian's 
cerebral cortex, it would allow the land mass creature to channel the 
surging energies of the Lost Land through its body. The goal, in essence, 
was to get the Burrakian to become a tectonic filter, thereby alleviating the 
constant pressure that coursed through Galyanna. 


By its very nature, the Lost Land was a jigsaw puzzle landscape. 
Huge parcels of mass were added or snatched away from the whole on the 
whims of the intergalactic time storm that swept through our universe. The 
storm, created by the arrival of the Primagen into our reality, had raged 
since the Big Bang. As it wound its way through the universe, it deposited 
parts of anything it had encountered into a vortex that emptied out into 
Galyanna. 


Joshua had defeated the Primagen months ago, and as a result of his 
necessary actions, the Lost Land was in danger. It was a Catch-22 situation 
— allow the Primagen to leave this universe and create another Big Bang, 
destroying all life as we know it, or defeat Primagen and Galyanna loses 
the only source of energy able to bind its fragmented tectonic plates. In the 
time since that epic battle, the residents of the Lost Land had frantically 
pursued a solution to their problem. Their latest, and potentially best, effort 
required using a synthesis of technology and sentient life. A loud metallic 


snap reverberated through the womb as Barry clicked the final pieces of 
the cerebral tap into place. “The doo-hickey is primed and ready to be 
plugged, boss!” he said. 


“You know where this thing's brain is?” asked Josh as they made their 
wobbly way through the pliable “floor” of the womb. It was like walking 
on one of those amusement ride air bubbles, but a lot looser. 


“Yeah,” said Barry confidently. Now he was in his element. Not much 
of an adventurous sort, whenever their escapades involved science (or 
biology, history, anthropology, archeology, physics, mathematics or any of 
his other hobbies), Barry stepped up to the plate. “I was debriefed by Adon 
before we — uhm — came in here.” 


“Don't even bring that up,” smiled Josh, lighting the way with his 
staff. “T'll never look at a door the same way again.” 


Josh watched as Barry scaled the baby Burrakian, which looked like a 
lump of elephant trunks wrapped around each other in a pool of thick mud. 
The baby was already about fourteen feet tall and twice as long. 


Barry reached the “summit,” moving some of the “trunks” aside with 
a resonating sound of goo and phlegm. He dug his arm elbow deep into the 
Burrakian to get a feel of its innards. He then slowly nestled the cerebral 
prod into place, sliding it through the trunks until the extension platform at 
the top of the staff lay against the outer ridge of the creature. 


A flick of a switch activated the device, sending an energy 
wavelength through the baby which the creature would respond to by 
emitting an opposite energy signature. Once those conflicting signals 
aligned, the primal energies of the Lost Land could find a conduit through 
the mass of the Burrakian collective. Barry opened a hand-held scanner the 
size of a cel-phone and said, “We're on-line.” 


“That's it?” asked Josh. “After everything we went through to get 
here?” 


“Sorry if it was anticlimactic for you,” responded Barry, clicking the 
scanner shut. “Now the baby will be born into the collective and it'll grow 
up with his brothers and sisters. Together, the symbiotic resonance of 
geothermal and geoelectric signatures will form the first of several ley 


lines which need to be set-up throughout Galyanna to control the tectonic 
shifts.” 


“A simple yes would have been fine,” said Josh. 


As they started to leave, the floor beneath them heaved with a 
massive spasm, sending them both flying forward as if a carpet had been 
lifted behind them. They landed softly, but were pummeled by equivalent 
spasms that reeled along the left and ride sidewalls of the womb. 


“Did that thing do something to it?” 

Barry already had the scanner out. “No!” 

“Then —” 

They froze for a moment and looked at each other. 
“You don't think?” asked Barry. 


At the far end of the womb lining, the Burrakian started to slide 
forward. Towards freedom. 


Towards birth. 
Towards Barry and Josh. 


Both young men did what any normal young men would do in a 
similar situation. They panicked. 


“AAAAH!” they both screamed as they tried to run away from the 
Burrakian that was sliding into place along the birth canal. 


It was a futile effort. The Burrakian, for most likely the first and only 
time in its soon-to-be long life, moved quickly. 


As if scooped up by a rolling snowball, Barry and Josh were both 
forced up on to the sliding mass of writhing trunks, screaming all the way. 


Ten minutes later, their throats raw from screaming like extras in a 
bad horror movie and covered in enough slime to fill an Olympic pool, 
Barry and Joshua were the proud godparents of a newborn baby Burrakian. 


The land mass creature naturally nestled into the collective hive that 
was the Burrakian steppes. Barry and Josh lowered themselves off the 
small mountain, fully anticipating a heroes welcome. 


There certainly were a lot more people down below then there had 
been when they started this mission. 


Jumping off the last five feet of Burrakian “flesh,” Josh and Barry 
raised their hands to welcome the expected accolades. 


Instead, they stared down the barrels of several dozen-fusion cannons. 


They heard the telltale click of the gun's metallic sheathes admitting a 
fusion capsule into the firing chamber. 


And before either one could say a word in protest, they heard a deep 
grumbling voice in the background say, “Fire!” 


CHAPTER 83 


MAKING PARKING LOTS 
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Surviving nuclear bombardment isn't as difficult as it sounds when 
you also happen to be Joshua Fireseed, college student and Turok, the 
techno-magic Saquin protector of the gateways between Earth and an 
interdimensional sewer called the Lost Land. 


As the barrage rained down from the array of fusion cannons aimed 
by a mysterious alien race at Josh and his best friend, Barry Hackowitcz, 
Turok did what his kind had been doing for thousands of years — saved 
his ass. 


A reflexive flip of the black lens over his left eye allowed Josh to 
look through “The Folding Eye.” In the suddenly negative space view the 
lens gave him, Josh saw several white pin-pricks of floating energy, like 
thistledown trapped in amber. With the speed of thought, he “opened” one 
of the ethereal “doorways,” creating a warp-fissure in the space around the 
gateway. 


Turok shoved Barry with a frantic heave and dove into the fissure 
immediately after him. The rip in mid-air closed just as the initial wall of 
fusion fire engulfed the spot where they had just been standing. 


They floated in the Netherscape — a Dr. Seuss meets Albert Einstein 
place between, here and everywhere, now and everywhen. It was the thin- 
line which separated the real universe, home to Barry and Josh, and the 
Lost Land of Galyanna. 


From this location, Turok could access a doorway to any point in time 
on Earth, or open a gateway right back to the Lost Land, which existed in 
null time and void space. 


Joshua reached into his mystical satchel, the Light Burden, removing 
various weapons from the seemingly empty leather sack. “Tek Bow? 


Check. Plasma Launchers? Check. War Blade? Nah. No time for in-your- 
face fun. Phase-Pulse Hand-Blaster? Check.” 


Barry stared in disbelief as his friend removed one killing weapon 
after another from the bowels of the infinite bag. It was an NRA member's 
dream. He hated to see his friend so easily slide into combat mode. He 
preferred the light-hearted, adventurous, romantic scoundrel he knew 
Joshua to be. 


But the longer his roommate had served as Turok, the more willing he 
had become to meet force with force. Granted, certain occasions warranted 
retaliatory violence, but Barry preferred a more diplomatic (and quite 
honestly, safer) approach. 


“Uhm... never occurred to you to maybe, I don't know... talk to 
them?” asked Barry. 


Josh slid the metallic chambers of the various rifles slung over his 
shoulders into place, priming the weaponry for immediate use. “Yeah,” he 
replied. “I plan to talk to them. I've just been finding out that people on the 
receiving end of a superior weapon are more likely to sit down and chat 
then those who think they have the advantage in firepower.” 


“How very Dr. Strangelove of you,” his friend muttered, knowing the 
reference would be lost on Josh. 


Josh collapsed the Tek Bow, a six-foot long gleaming metallic bow 
which fired an assortment of energy-based arrows into a harmess which 
hooked on to his back right hip. Barry knew from experience that Josh 
could have the bow opened and notched within seconds. “Listen,” Josh 
said. “It's not like they gave us a chance to talk things out, right? Whoever 
they are, for whatever reason, they don't want to see us accomplish our 
mission.” 


“That's illogical,” said Barry as he floated upside down and felt his 
nose run on to his forehead. “We placed a cybemetic stabilizer into the 
Burrakian newborn as a way of using that sentient alien land mass 
collective to channel the tectonic energies of Galyanna's ley lines and 
basically save all of the Lost Land from tearing apart like a jigsaw puzzle!” 


“Sure, and by the time you would have explained all that to them,” 
scoffed Josh, “we would've been dead six times over.” 


The two friends looked at each other in silence. 


A flare of white light ripped in the null space like a fuse being lit and 
running straight up in the air. Josh had accessed a gateway to take him 
back. 


“You're staying here until I think it's safe to bring you back,” he said. 


“Pretending for one minute that I would even want to argue with that 
strategy,” said Barry, “you think I'd have a shot at changing your mind?” 


“We were faced down by at least a dozen fusion cannons fired by an 
obviously violent unknown alien race intent on killing us,” replied Josh. 
“What do you think?” 


Barry slapped his friend on the back and said, “You go and have 
yourself a party, okay!” 


Josh laughed as he stepped through the rip in time and space. 


“Just be back by midnight, you hear!” he heard Barry's voice call out 
in a muffled echo as his body slid back into reality — or as real as the Lost 
Land could be. 


Josh looked around. He had calculated correctly. He was in a hiding 
place at the far end of the collective Burrakian landmass. The “ground” 
actually felt warm, which wasn't surprising, since the small mountain he 
crouched on was actually a group of living creatures burrowed into each 
other to form an interlocking group hive. 


From his vantage point, he could see the alien opposition below him 
and to the north. They held several members of the Forever Light scientific 
survey team hostage. Josh saw no sign of his friend and guide, Adon, the 
Speaker of Forever Light. The aliens might have simply destroyed her 
bioelectric form, or downloaded it into a mechanical cage of some sort. He 
tried not to think too much about the various possibilities. Hard enough he 
was Starting to fall in love with a woman who, technically, wasn't really 
alive; harder still that she was so often actively involved in his very 
dangerous missions. 


Josh had never seen this alien race. They might be new additions to 
Galyanna, the piecemeal landscape that often added or lost entire 


civilizations or land masses on the whim of the temporal storm which 
swept inexorably through the real universe. 


If they were rookies, that might explain their rash actions against Josh 
and Barry. 


The City of Forever Light was the only haven in the Lost Land, a 
huge, sprawling city made up of countless alien races, cultures, habitats, 
landscapes, atmospheres and even physics. To go against them meant that 
you disagreed with their belief in peaceful co-existence between the 
myriad alien races of Galyanna or you simply didn't know any better. 


Josh hoped for the latter, because the former meant his opposition 
were borderline nutbags. 


He sucked in a few quick breaths, preparing him for what he had to 
do. 


Josh stood up, arms raised in the air, and shouted down, “I am Turok 
and sworn to protect the people of the Lost Land. I am not your enemy —” 


A rapid barrage of plasma pulse blasts, which detonated all around 
him, cut off his words. By the time the Burrakian “flesh” was gouged in 
the firefight, Joshua had already slipped into a gateway — 


— only to emerge instantaneously behind the aliens who continued to 
fire. 


This time, Joshua decided talk was cheap. 


He held the Phase-Pulse Hand-Blaster in his right hand. The sleek 
metal felt warm over his closed fist. The device was an oversized U-shape 
with one arm being three times the thickness of the other. The thin side 
rested in his palm, tucked under his grip, while the thicker firing side, 
looked like a pair of brass knuckles designed by the Marquis de Sade. 


With his thumb poised over the trigger toggle, Josh pointed his fist 
and depressed the firing switch. 


Seventeen plasma tracers pulsed out of the gun with a heartbeat 
rhythmic pace. The gun's navigational computer had already locked on to 
the closest living targets and maneuvered each glowing tracer bullet 
towards one of the aliens. 


Seventeen aliens went down in a flash of energy. 


Josh had set the tracer bullets at a medium setting, preferring not to 
kill anyone if he could avoid it. Their reaction would gauge whether he 
needed to increase the harshness of his response. 


The aliens stayed down. Half-strength, apparently, would be enough. 


The remaining aliens turned in dismay at the counter-attack, moving 
into new positions and trying to avoid the continued assault from Josh's 
gun. 


Turok ducked behind a tangled rise of Burrakian flesh, leaving the 
hand-blaster nestled into a crevice at his feet. His fingers deftly ran over 
the computer pad on the gun's handle and he quickly moved further away 
from the charging alien horde. 


Josh removed his Tek Bow with a flick of his wrist, letting its swivel 
joints fan outward and lock into place. Three glowing energy arrows came 
to life between Josh's fingertips and he notched them on the thin-energy 
wire that constituted the bow's string. 


The alien platoon reached the hiding place of the Hand-Blaster. Josh 
opened up a rift with the Folding Eye and slid his free hand into the 
glowing tear up to his wrist — 


— only to terrify the aliens who leaned over the hand-blaster when 
his hand appeared in mid-air and punched down the firing toggle! 


The gun fired tracer blasts point-blank into the faces of the soldiers 
who surrounded it. They all fell back in agonized screams of pain. Many of 
their guns went off in the spasm of their trigger-fingers. Fusion blasts blew 
chunks out of the hillside. One soldier's entire body exploded violently, his 
grenade belt accidentally detonating. 


Suddenly, an unexpected rumble seized the hillside with an epileptic 
burp. Josh was tossed off his feet and he tumbled twenty meters down the 
Burrakian's side. 


Dusting himself off, Josh suppressed a smile. He firmly believed in 
bringing a little bit of the “Three Stooges” into any combat situation, but 
he was confronted with real pain here, both that which he was inflicting on 
others and that which they wished to inflict on him. 


He turned to fire the arrows at the closest targets, expecting that his 
little fall would have given them a momentary advantage, but was 
surprised to see the battlefield was suddenly empty. Smoke wafted through 
the air, carried by the crosswinds that perpetually blew across the Lost 
Land. 


The aliens were gone. The survey team from Forever Light was gone. 
How? 


Another tremor shook Turok off his feet. The multiple suns that hung 
in the Galyannan sky like hot coals in a pair of tight Speedo's were 
suddenly blocked by a massive rise of gray earth. 


A shadow was cast over Josh as if a building had suddenly been 
erected in front of his face. 


Because one had. 


The Burrakian collective land mass had risen in protest to the fighting 
which had been waged on its “body.” 


And in his mind, Joshua heard them — it? — talk. 


And it only said one word, “Die...” 


CHAPTER 4 


AN INTIMATE MOMENT 
WITH 
RHODE ISLAND 


C—O 
——— 


In the eighteen months since Joshua Fireseed, occasional college 
baseball superstar (and even less-occasional college student) at Oklahoma 
College in Oklahoma City, became Turok, the techno-magic Saquin 
protector of the gateways between Earth and an interdimensional sewer 
called the Lost Land, he had encountered an infinite number of amazing 
opponents and incredible allies. 


But until today, he had never been forced to fight Rhode Island. 


The Burrakian sentient land mass stretched into the sky in front of 
him, casting a shadow behind him the length of the Empire State Building 
and the width of, well, a really, really overweight Empire State Building. 
Joshua felt a nasty pull in his neck from trying to see the top of the alien 
life form in front of him. 


The Burrakian race was a collective hive made up of several 
enormous tubular worm-like aliens that melded together into one 
enormous mass. Each adult alien was approximately two hundred feet long 
and eighty feet wide. This particular land mass, Josh estimated (math 
admittedly never being one of his better subjects), was made up of a whole 
truckload of Burrakians! 


The situation had started innocently enough — or as innocently as 
any adventure in the Lost Land could. The council which governed the 
city-state of Forever Light, a group of diverse alien species who long ago 
had created a safe haven for any residents of the Lost Land who wished to 
live in a state of peace, had contacted him, needing the Turok's help. 


Galyanna, the Lost Land, had remained dangerously unstable as a 
result of Joshua's recent battle against the omniversal annihilator called 
Primagen. The death of the near-eternal alien, and the subsequent loss of 
the diffused energy from his Light Ship that had been drawn across the 
Lost Land like electricity from a generator, had resulted in growing 
tectonic instability. Galyanna, a fractured jigsaw puzzle of an environment 
to begin with, had suffered from an increase in earthquake activity that 
threatened to tear apart the fragile ecosystem. 


Several methods of finding alternate energy to feed the tectonic ley 
lines that spread across the fissures of the remnant world had failed. The 
latest attempt involved using the Burrakian's specific, and unique, 
geoelectric synaptic activity to create a harmonic stability between their 
hive land mass and the ley line fissures. 


To that effect, Joshua and his best friend, Barry Hackowitcz had 
traveled inside a “pregnant” Burrakian to attach a cybernetic stabilization 
probe on to a Burrakian fetus. 


Mission sloppy, but accomplished. The “baby” was born (or erupted). 
And after having survived that experience, Josh and Barry encountered an 
unknown alien race at the foot of the collective hive, which made up the 
Burrakian Steppes. That alien race had taken the Forever Light survey 
team hostage, as well as taking a very vigorously violent stance against 
Josh and Barry. 


Turok sprung into action and fought back. 


And all that violent activity, apparently, and justifiably, had upset the 
Burrakian hive. 


For the first time in centuries, it rose from the ground it had attached 
itself to, and with a telepathic group-voice, said one word to Josh... 


“DIE \” 
To which, in his best Wile E. Coyote refrain, Josh replied: “Eep.” 


Except unlike the coyote, who usually fell off the cliff, this time, the 
cliff was falling on Josh! 


Question: How do you avoid a mountain when it wants to step on 
you? 


Answer: You don't. 


With a speed born both from the leggings he wore — which were 
imbued with the spirit of the cougar — and of desperation, Joshua charged 
towards the base of the Burrakian hive! Finding a crevice between what 
could arguably be called the creatures’ toes, Turok dove for cover. 


He wedged himself between the hard, rock-like consistency of the 
alien's “skin,” and waited as the hive lifted it's “foot” off the ground and 
stamped with a resounding tremor on the spot where Josh had been 
standing. 


Joshua continued to work his way inside the cavernous skin of the 
alien, using the natural “terrain” to further protect him from the 
Burrakian's tantrum. 


He had no way of communicating with the creature, so short of 
fleeing through an interdimensional gateway which Josh could create with 
the Folding Eye lens on his headband, Turok figured that his best move 
would be to move “uphill” inside the creature and find the hostage Forever 
Light survey team. He hoped they would all be alive. He hoped that they 
had been able to take refuge as he had when the alien collective had 
chosen to rise. 


The mysterious aliens who had precipitated this entire mess could 
have tumbled off the mountainside for all Josh cared, but the science team 
was made up of good people trying to do a good thing. 


Josh realized that his limited experience in rock-climbing would come 
to bear more than the accoutrements of the Turok, so he stashed most of 
the weaponry he had slung over his shoulder back into the near-infinite 
and seemingly empty leather satchel at his side called the Light Burden. 


So, slowly, hand-hold by hand-hold, he made his way up the canyon- 
like cliff face of the Burrakian's body. 


An hour later, he had barely reached the equivalent of the creature's 
calf. 


He knew he probably could have found a fold gate fissure somewhere 
along the expanse of the Burrakian's body, although most of the invisible 
gateways tended to rest close the ground. Worried that finding the doorway 
wouldn't be as difficult as coming out of it and not falling several hundred 


feet to the ground, Josh decided that the slow way was, for now, the best 
way. To an extent, the methodical pace and physical grind were also 
therapeutic, allowing Josh some time to download the situation. 


Why would the mysterious aliens oppose the Forever Light council's 
plan to use the Burrakians to restore stability to Galyanna? 


Why would the Burrakian get so flustered over the fusillade of 
firepower which peppered it's hide when, for a creature as immense and 
dense as the collective was, such activity amounted to nothing more than a 
strong rainfall? 


And the question which nagged him the most, had his friend and 
Galyanna guide, the bioelectric being named Adon, Speaker of Forever 
Light, survived the alien assault? He had not seen her when they first 
confronted the antagonistic aliens. She might have downloaded herself into 
any number of mechanical devices the survey team brought with them. 
From there, she could have transmitted herself into any other similarly 
attuned electromagnetic device. 


Must save a fortune in long distance phone bills, he mused. 


Josh hoped her bioelectric aura had not been disrupted. As an energy- 
based being, her form could not be totally destroyed, but it could be 
disrupted to the point where she would be incapable of reincorporating 
herself. 


You know how to pick the ones to fall in love with, don't you, Josh? 
he thought. 


And in thinking that, he paused, as much to consider his feelings as 
for a rest. He had never admitted to himself, until that moment, that maybe 
he really had fallen in love with Adon. But how could a human made of 
flesh and bone love a woman made of — well, electromagnetic 
wavelengths? Maybe he was growing up, he thought. Maybe he finally 
understood that love — real love — went beyond mere physicality. And 
besides, he thought, for a bioelectric being, she's put together pretty 
damned nicely. 


He continued to climb. His pace quickened, knowing that he had to 
make sure she was all right. 


Elsewhere, otherwhen, in the region between the interdimensional 
sewer, which was Galyanna, and the real universe, was a space between 
Space and time called the Netherscape. 


It was in this null void that Joshua had left his best friend Barry 
behind. Ostensibly for his own protection, since Barry was ill-equipped to 
handle an all-out fire fight, leaving him behind, Josh hoped, would also 
provide Barry an opportunity to flex the muscle he did have which could 
help them — his brain. 


“Okay, okay, then, I think I have it figured out,” Barry muttered to 
himself as he floated slowly in the ether, as if suspended in a tank of black 
jello. “Even though Scooby Doo couldn't talk, there is no reason to deny 
the genetic potential of his family line, if mated properly, to spawn 
Scrappy Doo, who could talk, albeit with an amazingly annoying nasal 
twang. And if one accepts the possibility of Scrappy, then one must also 
accept the potential existing within Scooby himself, for independent 
thought and reasoning.” 


He had been considering their real predicament from every 
conceivable angle until the Scooby-Scrappy conundrum infringed on his 
active thought-process. Barry's brain was like a runaway train. 
Occasionally, it switched tracks, but it continued to barrel forward 
regardless of the track or destination. 


But even his legendary monolithic attention span could be justifiably 
distracted as a soft, hollow voice, drifted out of his groin. “When we have 
the time, I would like to learn more of this great creature called Scooby 
Doo.” 


Nervously, Barry dug into his front pocket and pulled out the hand- 
held scanner he had used earlier in the Burrakian gestation cavern. He 
flipped open the scanner like a cel-phone and spuriously said, “Adon? Is 
that you?” 


“Hit the activation code for an A-band spectrum analysis,” said the 
tinny small voice again. 


Barry did as she asked and suddenly, an electric flare arced around the 
scanner device, coalescing into the holographic form of Adon, Speaker of 
Forever Light. 


Her features were soft and perpetually diffused, as if seen through the 
same filter used to shoot Cybil Shepard on Moonlighting. She was tall, 
nearly six feet, with off-white skin, gunmetal gray leggings and top that 
exposed her bare mid-driff. She had ceremonial armor attachments on her 
shoulders and forearms, which allowed as much for a variety of scanning 
devices as it did for political regalia. 


She was beautiful, made more so, Barry thought, by her social 
awkwardness and insecurities. In some ways, she was a cold, unemotional 
person, in others, she was touchingly innocent and needy. It was 
understandable why Josh was falling for her, he figured. It was also 
difficult for Barry to shake the nagging feeling that in some ways, Adon 
was attracted to him as well. 


Maybe it was his imagination, or his own projection, but he felt that 
Adon had fallen in love with Josh's physicality and emotional gravity, but 
she was intrigued by Barry's intelligence and mental curiosity. 


Could it really be that together, Josh and Barry made the perfect man? 


In the background of his cluttered and often alarmingly strange mind, 
Barry could hear the thrum of a guitar, the echo of a wa-wa pedal and the 
sultry, stiff voice of some bad late-night cable movie actress whispering, 
“So you're the new pool boy?” 


He gave himself a mental slap in the face and concentrated on the 
here and now. 


“Uhm — what are you doing here?” he asked. 


Adon explained what had happened to the survey team while they 
were inside the Burrakian. She also told him what she knew of the 
antagonistic aliens who had assaulted them. 


Upon their arrival, she had taken refuge in some of the activated 
scanning equipment, and then downloaded herself into Barry's scanner, 


which had been linked to the survey team's systems. 


She told him that she knew the answer to their dilemma most likely 
resided in Barry's thinking and not in Joshua's hitting. It took her some 
time to access the open communications line through the firewall 
separating Galyanna from the Netherscape. 


Barry smiled shyly at the compliment and then said, “Wait a minute 
— what you just said before — about the aliens who attacked you — what 
did you call them, the Hy'Jax? — I think I know how to solve our 
problem!” 


CHAPTER 5 


CLOGGED PORES 
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At times like this, it helped Joshua Fireseed, college baseball 
superstar and campus stud from Oklahoma College at Oklahoma City, to 
be Turok, the techno-magic Saquin Native-American protector of the 
gateways between Earth and an interdimensional sewer called the Lost 
Land. If his family lineage hadn't obligated him to become Turok, Josh 
would never have the kinds of weaponry at his disposal needed to stave off 
a platoon of hostile alien soldiers while wedged in-between the cavernous 
crevices of a building-tall sentient alien landmass hive. 


Of course, Josh mused, as he ducked under the stinging heat of 
plasma fire, if it weren't for the fact that he was Turok, he wouldn't even be 
in this mess to begin with! 


He checked a mental scorecard to make sure he had all the players 
straight. 


Came to the Lost Land with his best friend and fellow-adventurer, 
Barry Hackowitcz, in order to undertake a mission to stabilize the shifting 
tectonic plates which made up the jigsaw puzzle environment known as 
Galyanna. 


Check. 


Joined with a multi-species scientific survey team from the sprawling 
peaceful city-state of Forever Light. Led by his friend and hopefully 
someday-more-than-just-friends, Adon, the bioelectric being who served 
as the Ambassador of Forever Light, they undertook a mission to stabilize 
the fragile energies coursing through the ley lines of Galyanna by using an 
environmental alien species called the Burrakians as a lightning rod for 
this currently uncontrolled energy. 


Check. Whew! 


Went inside a pregnant Burrakian who was about to give birth to a 
bouncing baby Rhode Island in order to attach a cybernetic probe which 
would attune the Burrakian's geoelectric, biotectonic wavelengths with 
those of the ley lines. The experiment would determine if the newborn, 
once attached to the hive landmass, could create a domino effect within the 
group hive itself to attenuate their geoelectric spectrum to the whole of 
Galyanna, thereby stabilizing the energy threads which bound the 
piecemeal environment together. 


Check. Double whew! 


Watched the whole thing actually start working, albeit at the cost of 
riding the wave of the baby's birth, until a wild card got thrown into the 
mix. An unknown alien race appeared to have a problem with the entire 
plan and opened fire on the survey team without so much as a “how do you 
do.” 


Check. 


Tossed Barry into a doorway in time and space a Turok can create 
using his Folding Eye lens on his headband in order to keep Barry out of 
the line of fire. 


Check. 
Fought the mystery meat aliens. 
Check. 


Watched as the Burrakian hive took exception to having a fight 
blowing up chunks of its butt, rose in its totality (and in quite a snit) and 
tried to step on him like an ant? 


Check. 


Ran towards the “big toe” of the alien to avoid getting stepped on. 
Hid inside the wide canyons and gaps that lined the earthen-creature. 


Check. 


Climbed up the mountain in search of the survey team to make sure 
they're still alive? 


Check. 


Encountered aforementioned unknown alien soldiers somewhere 
around the Burrakian's “thighs” and got pinned down by a fusillade surge 
of weapons fire. 


Check and that brings us up to speed. 


Now, Josh wondered, what do I do to get past these aliens in order to 
reach the survey team? 


As usual, he avoided over-thinking the situation, pulled out a fission 
cannon from the seemingly empty satchel at his waist, picked the shortest 
distance between two points, yelled and charged forward, pumping fission 
grenades like he was flicking Tic Tacs! 


The alien soldiers who weren't blown up into bite-size chunks turned 
tail and scramble up the rocky mountainous land mass. 


Mistake, since up was the direction Josh wanted to go, and having the 
majority of the mysterious aliens clambering awkwardly up repelling lines 
made them easy pickings. 


Josh pulled out an automatic cross-bow, ran his fingers quickly across 
the targeting systems, setting the weapon to locate body thermal heat as he 
fired off a volley of precision timed glowing energy arrows. 


The aliens dropped like little “fake people” from every Japanese 
monster movie Barry ever forced him to watch at four in the morning. 


Josh grabbed hold of the lines the aliens had been using to repel down 
the side of the landmass and started to work his way up. 


His thoughts drifted to Adon, determined to make sure she had 
survived the sudden, tumultuous rise of the Burrakian. He was, by heredity 
and environment, the kind of guy who avoided real emotion and 
meaningful relationships with the same fervor a newborn boy would avoid 
a circumcision if he had the motor skills. Is that why he had begun to fall 
in love with Adon, he wondered? She was a bioelectric being, after all. Her 
ability to assume physical form was a complex combination of holography 
and gravity distortions, and a temporary physical shell at that. 


Talk about a relationship with very little chance of ever having a 
chance! 


Almost, Josh hated to admit, the perfect kind of relationship for him. 
He had seen what being Turok had done to so many of the men in his 
family line, their wives and their children. He himself was the product of a 
family that was so dysfunctional, that it took his becoming Turok to 
actually begin bringing them together! 


His arms ached from the strain of rope-climbing. The last eighteen 
hours had been non-stop. He was beginning to show the effects that would 
have exhausted a normal man much earlier. Josh knew he needed to take a 
break, but he also knew that he couldn't afford to. 


The Burrakian was still moving about, like Mt. Everest on a drunken 
binge, and he also feared that at any given moment, more of those 
mysterious alien hard-asses could — 


The pain of a plasma tracer beam disrupted his reverie as it sliced into 
his left shoulder. The shock forced him to release his handhold on the rope. 
Josh fell fifteen yards before managing to grab the rope with his right 
hand. The momentum twisted him hard into the crevice wall — absorbing 
most of the force with his injured left shoulder. 


Everything went black for a second and Joshua practically willed 
himself to remain conscious. He opened his eyes, blinking past the sweat 
that clung to his eyelashes. He could see nothing. He tried moving 
upwards again. 


Ouch! 


A pencil fine plasma tracer seared the rocky hide of the Burrakian 
inches above Josh's outstretched hand. Their mistake, he thought, tracking 
the source of the shot. He wrapped the line around his right shoulder and 
waist for support. Using his legs against the crevice wall for balance, he 
reached into the Light Burden and pulled out a napalm gel spray gun. 


Josh knew the maneuver would be tricky, but it was the only way to 
flush out whoever was above him. He aimed about two hundred yards 
above him and fired off several rounds of gel-filled grenades at the various 
crevices that lined the interior of the land mass like vertical dried river 
beds. 


The grenades exploded, releasing a rushing stream of flammable 
napalm that slid down the crevice inlets. 


Josh heard several shouts of surprise and watched as a dozen soldiers 
futilely tried to avoid the rushing napalm stream. Some fell past him, 
others were too wedged into their hiding places to move and were 
incinerated in painfully scrunched positions. 


But Josh knew his problems were only starting, because the napalm 
rivers were rushing like open bleeding wounds down to his level, including 
one stream along his own hiding nook. 


The rope was far enough away from the crevice lines that it had 
avoided turning to ash upon the explosion of the grenades. It had caught 
fire though. Josh realized he only had seconds to attempt another very 
tricky maneuver before the rope line that kept him from falling half a mile 
to his death burned all the way through and let him drop. 


He pushed off the wall with his legs, summoning all the strength he 
could channel through the leggings over his jeans that were mystically 
imbued with the enhanced speed and strength of a cougar spirit. 


He bounced towards a far point in the cramped crevice cavern ways 
that didn't have the napalm stream sliding down it. He pushed off that wall 
at a forty-five degree angle, towards another crevice that didn't have the 
stream. While he did this, the napalm stream beneath his rope line rushed 
past the point where he had originally crouched. 


He allowed the line's natural momentum to carry him back to his 
point of origin. He touched down, spread eagle above the rivulet of 
burning napalm left clinging to the rocky wall. The fires missed his boys 
by inches. 


Josh looked up, breathing a sigh of relief, knowing that the napalm 
fire would soon burn to an ember trail and he could continue on his way. 
Now all he needed to do was grab hold of a safe rope line before the one 
he was precariously perched on burned all the way through. 


He looked around, seeing a clean line twenty feet away. A simple 
matter, he thought, to repel sideways and rock-walk to the line. 


That's when his rope snapped. 


The sound echoed harshly in the narrow chambers. 


Joshua heard the ripping sound bounce off the walls surrounding him, 
like a taunting catcall. 


It kept following him as he fell further into the inky darkness... 


CHAPTER 6 


HIJACKED BY THE HY'JAX 
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There was a certain sense of serenity about failing if it meant falling 
through a rushing well of inky darkness to your death, Joshua Fireseed 
thought. He had fallen plenty of times in his life. A baseball player knew 
all about tripping and tumbling. He had failed often enough too, 
considering that his sport of choice was one where succeeding only a third 
of the time made you a multimillionaire superstar. Even as a campus stud 
at Oklahoma College at Oklahoma City, Josh realized that success was 
measured by the number of times you had the courage to step up to the 
plate. Everybody struck out or hit a ball back to the pitcher once in a while. 


It wasn't until Josh assumed the mantle and responsibility of being 
Turok, the techno-magic Saquin Native-American protector of the 
gateways between Earth and an interdimensional sewer called the Lost 
Land, that failing took on a much greater scope. Striking out with the bases 
loaded in front of your hometown fans didn't amount to much when 
compared to doing it with the fate of an entire universe on the line! His 
family lineage obligated him to become Turok, but hadn't properly 
prepared him for the overwhelming responsibilities. 


His on-the-job training had been going relatively well, considering he 
had survived and saved all of reality on a few occasions. And he respected 
each individual assignment he undertook as Turok enough not to be 
embarrassed that he was plummeting to his death as a result of fighting a 
few lame-ass alien grunts. 


He ran through a checklist of possibilities regarding a way to stop his 
fall through the cavernous interior of the Burrakian collective biological 
land mass being. 


Open up a fold-gate gateway between Earth and the Lost Land. He 
looked through the black Folding Eye lens on his headband one more time. 
No invisible doorways in sight, he thought. 


Fire a tether line into the sides of the cavern to stop his descent. Tried 
it. Pitons didn't take the first time. Second time he nearly ripped both his 
arms out of their sockets before the pitons popped out of the thick rock- 
like walls that made up the cracked skin of the Burrakian. 


Fire a grappling hook upwards, hoping to snag on to something. Well, 
his Light Burden, the seemingly empty satchel at his side was a near- 
limitless provider of weaponry through its infinite maw. Emphasis on the 
word “near.” Batarangs were certainly not a part of the arsenal available to 
him. 

He considered firing a barrage of plasma bursts from a pulse rifle 
downwards in the hope of getting the Burrakian skin to crumble and create 
a wedge of some kind, but at the speed he was now falling, any such 
collision would probably kill him anyway. 


He could fly back up! Oh, scratch that, he thought, I can't fly. 


Maybe, if he tried running real fast in mid-air like they do on all the 
cartoons, he could run up the sides of the Burrakian cliff? Sure, he 
reconsidered, at the very least, let's try dying with some dignity, okay? 


He could feel his descent coming to an end. Even in the darkness, his 
senses were acute enough to know the bottom of the Burrakian's feet were 
coming closer. 


Josh reached into his Light Burden, removing a grenade launcher in a 
soft whisper of chimes and a passing scent of evergreen. He figured that 
closing the width of the crevice form the ground up might be his best bet. 
If he were going to die anyway, at least he'd die trying. 


That's when his body started to tingle from head to toe. 


A glow of light crept over his body. He looked at his hands in the 
pitch dark and was surprised to see that the glow wasn't around his body, 
the light actually was his body! His physical form was somehow 
transforming itself into an energy or light state! Was this some kind of 
Turok fail-safe he wasn't aware of? 


His last thought before completely disincorporating into a nimbus of 
pure light was to dismiss that notion. Too many of his ancestors had died 
bloody deaths for the lineage to have some kind of an “anti-death” 
warranty built into the job! Still, if he had to choose a way to die, Josh 
couldn't decide which was better, becoming a pile of yogurt at the foot of 
the Burrakian or becoming a haze of light dissipating into the chill, dank 
air within the alien's legs. 


The choice was taken out of his hands. His body converted to pure 
light, the shape and form of his former physical figure drifted, like curls of 
cigarette smoke, and slowly lost all sense of form. 


The first thing he thought as his body gradually regained its physical 
cohesion was, “No! Wait!” 


There was a pure serenity to existing as a being of sentient diffused 
light that he had never felt before and knew he might never feel again. 
Joshua wondered if this is what the Afterlife felt like. To have such a sense 
of complete balance and an innate understanding regarding how the 
“pieces of the puzzle” all fit together was something he rarely 
contemplated. Metaphysical meandering and spirituality had never been 
very high on his list of priorities in life. 


He could feel his skin again. He could sense the fall and rise of his 
chest as his lungs breathed again. He blinked and even felt his eyelids slide 
over his pupils. For a split second, everything had a crispness to it beyond 
that which the enhanced senses of a Turok could normally detect. 


Therefore, the aroma of Brut that emanated from Barry Hackowitcz 
was nearly enough to asphyxiate Josh. 


Barry slapped his best friend on the back as Josh double over and 
gagged for a breath of fresh air. “Hey, I know that first breath is a killer!” 
his thin, gangly tool of a roommate said in an obnoxiously pleasant nasal 
whine. 


“Your first breath probably wasn't half a bottle of that crap you call 
aftershave!” replied a still gasping Joshua. 


Barry unconsciously smelled his arms as Joshua regained his sense of 
self. He looked around. He was on a large butte overlooking the expansive 
devastation which the Burrakian land mass had caused when it rose from 


the ground. Adon, the bioelectric sentient life form who was the 
Ambassador from the peaceful unified alien Hegemony State of Forever 
Light, hovered next to him, her holographic feet thirty-six inches off the 
grass. The Burrakian was about two miles to their west, but its shadow still 
reached the butte. 


“What happened?” Josh asked. 


Adon spoke, her voice an eerie mix of hollow emptiness and a warm 
breeze. “I accessed the communications cybernetic circuitry you had 
implanted before undertaking the survey mission into the pregnant 
Burrakian hours ago. From there, it was a relatively simply matter to 
access your biosynaptic patterns, converting your matter into a malleable 
form of photons and draw your signal wavelength through the transmitter 
systems Barry was carrying.” 


“Okay, let me ask again, what happened?” said Josh, turning to look 
at Barry with a blank stare. 


“She saved your life,” he answered. “Same way she got me out of the 
Netherscape you left me in, which, by the way —” 


“T did it for your own safety when those aliens started firing on us,” 
interrupted Josh. 


“Which, by the way, I was going to say, gave me the time I needed to 
figure out the genealogical probabilities on that whole Scooby 
Doo/Scrappy Doo thing that had been bugging me for days,” Barry 
finished. 


“So I can't look forward to those nervous three a.m. wake-up calls to 
discuss the subject any more? Darn,” said Josh. Turning to Adon, he 
continued, “So since when can you convert other people's matter into 
energy?” 


A hint of a knowing smile slipped past Adon's lips and she said, 
“How would you say it? Just a new trick I picked up.” 


“Hmm,” muttered Josh. “Well, thanks.” 


“You're quite welcome,” she replied. “I much prefer you in this form 
than in what the result of landing at the bottom of the Burrakian collective 
would have been.” 


“Status report, Mr. Sulu?” Josh snapped at Barry. 


“The aliens who attacked the survey team and made the Burrakian 
start doing the continental lambada are called the Hy'Jax, sir,” Barry said 
in a ridiculously deep George Takei-voice. 


“And the Hy'Jax do what...?” asked Josh. 
“Uhm... they hijack things, sir,” said Barry. 


“I knew I shouldn't have asked,” Turok mumbled. “Okay, then why 
did they want to stop us from activating the encephalographic cybernetic 
implant we had put in the newborn Burrakian?” 


“I'm still impressed that you didn't trip up over encephalographic 
cybernetic implant,” said Barry. “But anyway, apparently they wanted to 
steal the newborn Burrakian for their own purposes. And apparently, they 
don't care that we needed the baby to link to the Burrakian Collective in 
order to create a new bioelectric rhythmic wavelength between the 
Burrakians and the tectonic ley lines which keep the Lost Land fused 
together into some semblance of a cohesive state.” 


“But don't they realize that if this experiment doesn't succeed, the 
earthquakes which have been knocking the crap out of Galyanna since the 
Primagen died will pretty much make this place anti-matter soup?” asked 
Josh. 


“Apparently they do know,” replied Adon. “And they don't care.” 
Josh looked at both his friends. “Asphinctersayswhat?” he asked. 


“The Hy'Jax think that they can use the newborn Burrakian as a 
means to create a sympathetic wormhole linking their displaced landscape 
in the Lost Land and their home world back in the ‘real’ universe,” said 
Barry. 


“So they'll sacrifice billions of beings in order for their small piece of 
land to return to the planet it was ripped from?” asked Josh. “That's cold.” 


“That is the way of survival in Galyanna, Joshua,” said Adon. “And 
has been for billions of years.” 


“Ts there any chance their plan will work?” Josh asked. 


“Is there any chance ours would have?” replied Barry with his own 
question. 


“I gotcha, we're all just throwing it up against the wall and seeing 
what'll stick,” said Josh. “But why can't we negotiate — convince them to 
let us finish the experiment and then maybe they can try theirs?” 


“Because their plan will undoubtedly lead to the death of the newborn 
Burrakian and since only one new bioterrain baby is born to the land mass 
every few centuries, neither party can afford to wait,” replied Adon. 

“Well, we're not going to let them get away with it, are we? I mean, 
me and Barry are sort of like that little spud's godparents, you know,” said 
Josh. 


“Isn't he adorable when he gets paternal?” smiled Barry, handing his 
friend a pair of alien field glasses. 


“What's this for?” asked Josh, placing them to his eyes. 


“Complications,” said Barry. “Look around the bottom of what would 
be the Burrakian's left shoulder blade.” 

Josh did so, scanning the glasses up along the immense length of the 
land mass creature. A shiver ran through his spine as he thought that he 
had both climbed up and fallen down half the length of that meshugginah! 
“Some kind of biodome. A hut attached to the exterior of the Burrakian. 
And I see some of those Hy'Jax feebs inside of it. Are they working over a 
bunch of equipment consoles?” 


“Yup,” said Barry. 

“They're not doing what I think they're doing, are they?” 

“T don't know,” said Barry. “What do you think they're doing?” 
“T think that they're actually driving the Burrakian like a car!” 


“Well, then you would be correct, sir,” said Barry. “That is exactly 
what they're doing.” 


“That means they have complete control over the collective now?” 
asked Josh. “Even to the point where the probe we put into the baby Buke 
isn't working?” 


“Yup.” 


“That's not a good thing, is it?” 
“Nope.” 
“How are we supposed to get the Burrakian back?” 


When no one answered, Joshua pried his eyes from the field glasses 
and looked at both of his friends. 


“Uhm... we figured out the problem,” mumbled Barry. “And we 
were... well, kinda, I guess, we were uhm, hoping that, uh...” 


Adon finished the interminable thought. “That you would come up 
with the solution!” 


CHAPTER 7 


THE BIG KI88 
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Joshua Fireseed was lots of things: Campus stud and baseball star at 
Oklahoma College at Oklahoma City; Turok, the Saquin Native American 
guardian of the dimensional doorways between Earth and the interspatial 
patchwork world known as Galyanna, the Lost Land; self-proclaimed 
scholar of every Herculoids episode ever made and the best keg-tapper on 
his entire dorm floor. 


One thing no one would usually accuse Joshua of being: a problem 
solver. 


But standing on a butte half a mile in the air, with his best friend, 
Barry Hackowitcz and the bioelectric holographic ambassador he might be 
in love with, Adon, Speaker of Forever Light, watching a sentient 
collective land mass the size of Rhode Island shuffle away after having 
been “carjacked” by a group of no-goodnik aliens, Josh was expected to be 
just that. And his ability to come up with a solution to their predicament 
would most likely mean the salvation of not just the Lost Land, but quite 
possibly all of reality as we know it. 


Josh sighed. How many times could a Turok be expected to pull that 
same ol' rabbit out of his hat? 


Just hours ago, Josh and Barry had planted a cybernetic wavelength 
calibration device on the cerebral cortex of a newborn terraforming alien 
called a Burrakian. 


The plan was to have the baby worm its way over to the mountainous 
collective made up of several dozen adult Burrakians and once 
comfortably ensconced among the collective, to attune the implant to 
recalibrate the geoelectric wavelengths emitted by the alien mass. In turn, 
the frequency signal would help “stitch together” the fractured tectonic ley 


lines across Galyanna which had been kept together for millennia by the 
powers of the recently deceased Primagen. 


Then the Hy'Jax showed up and made off with their Burrakian land 
mass. The stinkers wanted the continental collective to replace the tract of 
land from their home planet that was originally yanked through time and 
space to Galyanna. Their thinking was that they could alter the Burrakian's 
geoelectric encephalograms to create a wormhole linking back to their 
world. And since nature abhors a vacuum, the Hy'Jax land-mass that was 
displaced back home would be replaced by the Burrakian mass. 


The Hy'Jax were literally driving the Burrakian collective through 
some sort of control center attached to the land mass’ “shoulder blade.” 
They didn't seem to care that creating a wormhole to save them would 
basically lobotomize the Burrakian collective, leaving behind a dead, 
barren patch of land. Nor do the Hy'Jaxians realize or care that without the 
sympathetic ley line recalibration that Forever Light asked Josh and Barry 
to perform, all of Galyanna will suffer a slow and horrific death by 
earthquake upheaval. 


And of course, that age old stickler of a question always cropped up: 
“since Galyanna is a pocket of antimatter space made up of displaced 
matter from the core reality of the universe, would ‘leaving the door open’ 
between matter and antimatter result in another ‘Big Bang’ and the 
decimation of the core reality>” 


Josh never got that one right on those California Academic 
Achievement Tests. That old Number Two pencil couldn't scour out the 
right answer circle to fill in. 


“Well?” asked Barry. 


“Well, what?” snapped Josh. “I've had all of two minutes to think 
about it!” 


“Feels like forever,” muttered Barry. 


Adon placed a glowing hand on Josh's shoulder. He felt the tingle run 
up his spine from the warm bioelectric wavelengths and gravimetric “feel” 
of her touch. “I understand that we — the people of Galyanna — ask much of 
you, and ask it of you too often, Joshua, but —” 


Josh threw back a cocky grin (always quick to avoid the subject of 
how he really felt about both Adon and the incredible burden of his 
responsibility), “Well, you wouldn't ask if I didn't always come through.” 


“So, Modest Man,” interrupted Barry. “What's your brilliant solution 
this time?” 


“We let the Hy'Jax do what they want to do,” replied Josh, to the 
dismay of Barry and Adon. 


“'Scuse me?” mumbled Barry. 


“We're not going to be able to stop them from getting where they're 
going, right?” he asked, not waiting for a reply. “The control center is too 
high up and even if we took a skimmer and flew in behind them, they'd see 
us. If they really are controlling the Burrakian land mass, it would be a 
simple matter for them to make the Burrakian do the equivalent of passing 
gas and blow our skimmer craft out of the sky.” 


“Thank you for that, really,” muttered Barry. 
Adon looked perplexed. “Passing gas?” 


Josh continued, “Besides which, even if we could take over the 
control center, we wouldn't know how to fix whatever it is they did to 
override the cybernetic implant we put into the system.” 


Adon began to understand. “So by letting them continue with their 
plans, you hope to get the Hy'Jax and the Burrakian to a more vulnerable 
point where our actions could be beneficial?” 


“Yup,” answered Josh quickly. “The Hy'Jax want to kill two birds 
with one stone, then so can we. Let them open up that wormhole — get 
them and their land the heck out of here. We just make sure that whatever 
it is they do doesn't kill the Burrakians is all, then we're back to square 
one: our plan in motion.” 


“Okay,” said Barry. “That's as good a way to avoid making a decision 
as I've heard in a while. Let's get to doing nothing, pronto!” 


Adon emitted a signal with a flick of her finger and a skimmer craft 
hovered from the ground below, rising in front of them at the precipice of 
the butte. 


Josh helped Barry into the opened hatch along the small craft's hull. 
The ship, like so much of Forever Light's architecture and design, was a 
unique combination of styles and technology from various alien cultures. 


The craft had an art deco look to it, but Josh knew that the design 
didn't come from Earth, but from a race called the Jeliara. They made the 
designers of the Chrysler Building in Manhattan look like finger painters. 


The skimmer was the size of a Winnebago and about as roomy inside. 
No matter how many times he had seen her do it, Josh was still 
discomfited by the sight of Adon piloting the craft without so much as 
sitting at the controls or even seeming to pay attention. 


“The Burrakians should arrive to the Hy'Jax territorial limits by suns’ 
rise,” she said. “We have several hours to wait. I suggest you replenish 
your energy reserves with sustenance and rest.” 


“Darn these fragile human bodies of ours,” said the perpetually 
hungry Barry, rising to look at the small food replicating unit on a side 
wall console. “What's on the menu?” 


“The craft is limited in its food reserves,” said Adon. “I believe we 
have Jirasian tool worms, Crux mollusks, with or without shells, or 
Bilendian skin sheathes.” 


Barry looked at Josh hoping for some kind of salvation. 


“Go for the tool worms,” said Josh. “With mustard, they almost taste 
like a hot dog.” 


“How almost?” 
“Use a lot of mustard.” 


An hour later, Barry was asleep, the gurgling of his stomach an 
indication that the tool worm was being met with ferocious opposition by 
his digestive system. Josh sat alongside an uncomfortable bench where the 
scientists on the survey team they had come with were seated earlier. He 
was troubled by the complications to what started out as a vital, but not 
dangerous assignment. 


Adon hovered two feet away from him. “You should not place the 
sole burden of success or failure on your own shoulders, Joshua.” 


“T don’t,” he lied badly. 


There was a Silent pause. 


“Okay, I do,” said Josh, “but guess what, ultimately, it is my 
responsibility.” 


“There are millions of sentient beings in Galyanna,” said Adon. 
“Occasionally, perhaps, the responsibility for saving ourselves should rest 
on our shoulders?” 


“Maybe occasionally,” said Josh softly. “But not this time. Adon... 
I'm the one who confronted and killed Primagen. I did it to save the 
universe, sure, but in the process I also damned Galyanna. If a way can't be 
found to restore energy to the ley lines crisscrossing this place, it's all 
going to fall apart.” 


“What choice did you have, Joshua?” asked Adon. “If Primagen had 
succeeded in his plans, Galyanna would have been destroyed then and 
there.” 


“So I bought everybody a few weeks worth of misery before the big 
kiss-off. Big deal.” 


Adon ran a photoelectric hand along the young man's cheek. “You did 
what you and your lineage have always done, Joshua — you gave us hope.” 


Josh smiled slightly at that, allowing his head to sink into the cradle 
of her hand a little more deeply. She felt warm. Like skin, but hotter, more 
electric. 


He felt her tingly finger run through his hair like mild jolts of 
electricity. He lifted his head off her lap. He didn't even remember falling 
asleep with his head on her legs. “How long was I out?” 


“Only a few hours,” she replied softly. “Long enough to rejuvenate 
yourself, I hope.” 


Josh looked over to the still sleeping Barry. “I must've been really out 
of it if his snoring didn't wake me up.” 


“Tt is a rather curious and annoying noise,” she replied. 


“Tell me about it,” he muttered, slinging the Light Burden over his 
shoulder as he went to the skimmer's front console and windows. 


“They're there,” he said. 


“That's why I awakened you.” 
Josh clapped his hands loudly right over Barry's head. “Wake up!” 


His friend snapped bolt upright into a stiff, sitting position. “I'm up!” 
he exclaimed in a lightning-fast response. 


“Run a scan on the Hy'Jax,” said Josh motioning towards the craft's 
small sensor array. “I need to know what they're doing and when they're 
close to doing it. Adon, while Barry's doing that, I need you to take a little 
field trip. Inside the Burrakian —” 


“To understand how the Hy'Jax are controlling the collective,” she 
interrupted. 


“Yup,” he said. “And to lock on to those signal wavelengths so that 
when the time comes, you can override them and free the Burrakians from 
their control.” 


“And when will that time come?” she asked. 
“T'll tell you as soon as I know,” he said. 


“Josh, we have all kinds of interesting activity going on down there,” 
said Barry, reading over the various console displays as easily as if he were 
reading the speedometer on his asthmatic Ford Pinto. “I have some kind of 
energy reading — it almost looks like the output from one of your Fold 
Gates.” 


“That might be the first signs of the wormhole they want to create,” 
replied Josh. 


“T had best hurry then,” said Adon, not waiting for a response before 
twisting her visual form into something like a thin lightning bolt and 
disappearing through the ship's hull. 


“This is way over our head here, Josh,” said Barry. “They have a 
gravimetric field surrounding their entire territory. That's like putting Saran 
Wrap around the state of Illinois!” 


“That's a lot of Saran Wrap.” 


“And the field perimeters have a gravity depth the equivalent of eight 
inches of steel,” he said fervently. 


“Meaning arrows won't penetrate,” asked Josh. 


“Meaning they have enough shielding around their land to —” 


“To protect them for a trip through interspatial space,” said Josh. “We 
had to expect that. The plan doesn't hinge on us cracking the code of the 
Hy'Jaxian tech, Bar, it depends on gaining back control of the Burrakians!” 


“Which is ironic,” said Barry under his breath, “since we never had 
control of the Burrakians to begin with.” 


“T heard that,” said Josh, smiling. “Really, calm down and just tell me 
when the energy output from their gravity well is matched by the signal 
output from the Burrakians. When those two signals align —” 


“That's when they'll be ready for take-off, right?” asked Barry. 
“Yup.” 
“And then what?” 


“That's when my part of the plan kicks in,” said Josh, tying the 
rawhide strings of his breastplate behind his neck. 


“And what part would that be, pray tell?” 


“I'm a second baseman, Bar,” smiled Josh. “I'm gonna do what I 
practice everyday. I'm gonna be the relay man.” 


“T can recite Pi to the one-hundredth decimal point,” said Barry, “but I 
have no clue what you're talking about.” 


“On a hit to center or the right field, my job is to go out to the outfield 
grass and take the throw from the outfielder. I do this because I have to 
make sure a runner isn't trying to advance to third or home. If they are, my 
job is to gun them down at the base. In essence, relay the throw from the 
outfield to the necessary base.” 


“And I understand you less now because...?” 


“I'm going to catch the Hy'Jax while they're in mid-air and throw 
them somewhere else!” said Josh in all seriousness. 


“You mean to tell me that's your plan?!” exclaimed Barry. 


CHAPTER 8 


EVERYTHING SUCKS 
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Usually, being a Turok, the Saquin Native American protector of the 
universe, required performing impossible feats as casually as anyone else 
would tie their shoelaces. Joshua Fireseed, campus stud and baseball star at 
Oklahoma College at Oklahoma City, had comfortably slipped into the 
overall requirements of the job. Indeed, having saved the universe several 
times since he first assumed the mantle of Turok, Josh had possibly begun 
to get a little cocky about the enormous scope of his responsibilities. 


The current situation was such a time. Josh hadn't given the ridiculous 
nature of his plan to save the Lost Land a second thought. He merely 
assumed that the inherent stupidity of his reasoning would be acceptable. 
Lucky for him, his best friend, Barry Hackowitcz, was always around to 
play his usual game of nasal Devil's Advocate. 


“You're an idiot!” he shouted. 


“Yeah, but I got abs of steel, don't I?” smiled Joshua as he continued 
to don various garments and weapons which he removed from the 
seemingly empty satchel at his side. 


“What does that have to do with anything?” 
“Nothing, but it always throws you off, doesn't it?” 


Barry sputtered. He was a twenty year-old strung tighter than a 
bundle of piano wires and he sputtered like a seasoned vaudevillian. Such 
apoplexy was made easier for him, since Barry hated Josh's arrogant non- 
sequitors almost as much as he hated not knowing an answer to Final 
Jeopardy. 


“Your plan, correct me if I'm wrong, is to allow these alien Hy'Jax, 
who are looking to use a Burrakian collective land mass to open up a 


wormhole to their home planet, the opportunity to follow through with 
their plan?” 


“Right.” 


“Just so you can catch their continent-sized territory as it enters the 
wormhole and send it somewhere else?” 


“You're so cute when you're expository,” said Josh. 


“I mean, even assuming you could do such a thing, how does that 
solve the problem in any way, shape or form? The Burrakians will be 
effectively lobotomized if they are forced to align their geoelectric 
cybernetic brainwave patterns to the signature necessary to create a gravity 
wedge large enough to open a wormhole. And we need the Burrakians 
alive if we're to use them to attune their cybernetic signature to ease the 
pressure running along the Lost Land's tectonic fault lines.” 


“Do you ever listen to yourself when you talk?” asked Josh. “You 
really need to address that sci-fi, technogeek thing you have going there.” 


“I am sizzling mad,” replied Barry. “This is me getting very, very 
angry.” 

“T am in fear for my life. I think I have things under control.” 

“Do you?” 

“Quiz me.” 


“Why do you think letting the Hy'Jax accomplish their plan is the best 
way to solve our problem?” 


“T'm going to let the Hy'Jax think they're about to get away Scot free. 
Adon and you both said that the Burrakians aren't threatened by the 
wormhole opening up, but by when it closes, right?” 


“Uh, yeah, I mean... at least that was what we could figure out based 
on the information § available. Realigning their geoelectric 
encephalographic patterns to create the gravimetric wedge — or the 
wormhole — isn't the problem, shutting down the hole and forcing them to 
occupy a region of territory that they're not sympathetically aligned with 
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“Yeah, whatever. In English, opening the door is cool, closing it 
leaves the Burrakian collective out in the cold.” 


“Well, that was English, but I hardly think that was an explanatory 
analogy.” 


“For the geek-impaired, it was,” said Josh. “So I sent Adon into the 
Burrakian mass to synch up her bioelectric wavelengths with the signals 
being pumped out by the Hy'Jax control center. When the time comes, we 
take over control of the Burrakian and stop the Hy'Jax from letting them 
— it — whatever, squat on the area they'll have evacuated when their land 
mass is lifted up into the wormhole.” 


“Okay, I'm following you so far,” said Barry. “The Hy'Jax gravimetric 
force field I'm scanning around their entire region is actually like putting 
their territory into a soap bubble before it gets blown up into the air.” 


“Exactly.” 
“And you're going to blow that bubble in another direction —” 


“While Adon stops the Burrakians from sitting their collective 
behinds down where the soap bubble used to be.” 


“Okay, okay,” scattershot Barry. “I'm seeing the possibilities now. But 
exactly how and where are you going to send the Hy'Jax?” 


Josh patted the Light Burden satchel slung at his side. “The how is 
right here. I just have to find the cojones to open up a big enough Fold 
Gate to let the Hy'Jax lands pass through. As for the where, well, to tell 
you the truth, I was kind of figuring anywhere but here would be fine with 
me.” 


“Then why not just let them go through the wormhole and concentrate 
just on keeping the Burrakians alive?” 


“You're the one who told me that for every action there's an equal 
reaction. If the Hy'Jax go through the wormhole, something has to fill the 
spatial vacuum they left behind. I don't have Delaware in my back pocket, 
do you?” 


“So by routing them through a Fold Gate into the Netherspace,” said 
Barry, “you'll actually be closing the wormhole down before it gets fed or 
needs to be fed.” 


“That would be the plan!” 


Barry looked over the scanning systems for a silent minute. “You are 
nuts.” 


“But...” 


He smiled. “But it's probably the best chance we have of killing two 
birds with one stone.” 


“Now who's not using enough of an expository analogy?” 


Outside, the air above the Hy'Jax lands swirled in clockwise and 
counter-clockwise funnels. It looked to Joshua and Barry as if two toilet 
bowls were flushing in opposite directions, directly on top of each other, at 
the same time. 


The skies were thick with pain from the spatial crowbar the Hy'Jax's 
had used to manipulate the surrounding gravity. Inside the only city on the 
Hy'Jax territories, a blackout had been imposed. The towering spires of 
their main technological buildings were dark. No traffic or activity was 
visible on the causeways. The housing areas half a mile to the east of the 
spires were quiet. It was eerily silent and dark. 


“The Hy'Jax territories are about a fifteen square mile diameter, 
including their agricultural fields to the south,” said Barry, his face lit by 
the glow of the scanning equipment. To Josh, he looked like Mr. Spock on 
the original Star Trek show, hunched over his blue light science scanner. If 
Leonard Nimoy were half a foot shorter, had scraggly blond hair, a 
chalkboard scratch of a voice and a pointy-head instead of pointy ears. 
“That going to be do-able for you?” 


Josh opened up the satchel mouth at his side, which measured about 
eighteen inches at its most stretched out state. “Should fit just about right.” 


“How are you going to get enough height to pull this off?” Barry 
asked. “The skimmer craft's propulsion systems might not be able to cope 
with the gravity pressure.” 


Josh reached his fingertips into the bag and flicked his hand as if he 
was spraying water. A sprinkle of soft, shimmering dust lifted into the air 
and just as quickly disappeared. “I'm calling a taxi.” 


Barry merely shook his head in absent frustration and continued to 
monitor the scanning systems. The pressures outside were becoming 


enormous. Lightning began to arc from the ground up, cascading from the 
gravity field surrounding the Hy'Jax lands into the charged atmosphere 
above the ground. 


“Should be soon now,” he said. 


“Open up a comm-link with Adon,” Josh instructed as he put a 
communications headband on. He fiddled with the keypad on the earpiece 
to make sure that the frequencies between the ship and Adon matched. 
“Keep a three-way line open so we all work together. The timing on this is 
gonna be tight.” 


Josh opened the bay hatch door to the skimmer craft. A tremendous 
gust of wind ripped through the skimmer cabin, nearly knocking Barry 
over and sending his glasses somewhere in the vicinity of his Adam's 


apple. 
“Where the heck are you going?” 


Josh winked and dove out of the skimmer craft. 


“We're a half a mile in the air!” Barry shouted as he struggled to shut 
the open bay door. 


As the door closed, he looked out the cabin's front view screens and 
saw Josh, riding a Pterodactyl Bionosaur away from the craft. That's the 
definition of a taxi to a Turok, Barry thought. 


Josh was protected from the gravimetric pressures by a small bubble 
dome cockpit atop the Pterodactyl's riding harness. The creature flew 
through the raging storm, it's metallic wings unfettered by the stew of 
activity around it. 


“You read me?” asked Barry as he flicked a console button to open a 
line to Josh. 


“Yup,” a slightly staticky response came back. 
“Sending out a signal to Adon now,” said Barry. 
A silent static hum filled the air while they both awaited a response. 


“T am linked to your frequency signal now,” Adon's hollow voice 
replied, sounding slightly more tinny than normal. 


“What's your status?” asked Barry. 


“IT am still attempting to attenuate my wavelength spectrum to those 
employed by the Hy'Jax,” she said. “It is a very complicated multi-band 
wavelength signal they are using, not so much to override the Burrakian 
encephalographic neural impulses so much as to by-pass and reroute 
them.” 


“So the collective thinks it's still in control of its own body?” asked 
Barry. 


“Accurate,” came back her response. “To provide Joshua an analogy 
he would understand, the Burrakians are saying, right arm move, but the 
signal is translated and received as left leg step.” 


“T think I got it the first time, thank you very much,” interrupted 
Josh's voice, the sarcasm slicing through the static. 


“Will you be able to lock on to the signals in time to pull off Josh's 
plan?” asked Barry. 


Adon's response was not very comforting. “We shall all find out soon 
enough.” 


The open line remained silent for an excruciating ten seconds, until 
Joshua said, “I think I'm in as good a position now as I need to be.” 


“T can't even read you on the scanning systems, Josh,” said Barry, 
double-checking two monitors. “It's like trying to look through pea-soup.” 


“Tell that to Pterry,” said Josh. “He had to fly through the stuff. 
Definitely some dino-biscuits for this guy when we're done.” 


“Tf this doesn't work, he'll be Kentucky Fried Pterry,” muttered Barry. 
“Could you repeat that?” piped in Adon. 
“Never mind,” said both Barry and Josh simultaneously. 


Outside, high above the Hy'Jax territory and the pinprick of a 
skimmer craft, the atmosphere was doing the lambada. Josh had never seen 
air twist around quite like that. It was as if reality were being folded like a 
bed sheet and then carelessly opened up again in a wrinkled flutter. 


For the first time, he questioned whether he would be capable of 
creating a Fold Gate large enough to accomplish the task. 


Before he had an opportunity to doubt himself any further, a 
tremendous thunderclap reverberated across the sky. The vibrations shook 
him to the bone and caused Pterry to buck in protest. 


A flash of lightning ripped across the sky to his left, charging the air 
with ozone static that caused the hairs on Josh's arms to tingle. The 
ensuing thunderclap was a sonic boom strong enough to throw Pterry into 
a tailspin. 


“Tt's hitting the fan up here,” said Josh. 


Behind and above him, the funnels made by the swirling skies were 
beginning to take on a single, uniform, cohesive, clockwise motion. 
Reality was converging on the point of space where the wormhole would 
appear. 


Barry's voice: “We're about fifteen seconds from a signal band match 
between the vomit in the atmosphere and the Hy’'Jax's shield frequency 
harmonics.” 


Adon's voice: “I have captured three of the overlapping frequencies.” 
Barry's voice: “How many total bandwidths are there?” 

Adon's voice: “Twenty seven.” 

Barry's voice: “Josh?” 


Josh grunted. “She's got more time on her end than we do on ours, 
Bar. We don't know how long it'll take the soap bubble to actually rise out 
of the ground and into the wormhole. The Burrakians won't squat to fill the 
space left by the land shift until the Hy'Jax have gone through the hole, 
right?” 


“Theoretically, yes,” replied Barry. “But don't hold me to it. This isn't 
exactly simple trigonometry here.” 


Had he the opportunity, Josh would have had a witty comeback for 
any sentence which used the words “simple” and “trigonometry” in the 
same breath. Unfortunately for the Turok, he unexpectedly became 
occupied by the complete rending of time and space above his head. 


The wormhole had opened up. It made one of the Fold Gates Joshua 
usually opened to travel to and from the Lost Land look like, well, an 
opened door compared to the top of a tornado. 


One other thing that Josh hadn't counted on: if the wormhole could 
create a vacuum strong enough to suck up an area roughly the size of 
Manhattan, why wouldn't it be strong enough to suck little old him and a 
poor Pterodactyl as well? 


The answer was obvious and came to Josh the moment he was yanked 
higher into the atmosphere like a fleck of dust through a straw. 


Over Barry's open communications line, Josh's voice came through: 
“AAAAAAAGHH!!!!” 


Barry's response. “Oh, crap.” 
Adon's voice: “What?” 
“T think Josh is in trouble,” he said. “How are we doing?” 


“You seem to be doing fine,” came Adon's voice, the hint of her 
attempted humor even coming through the hollow echo of her voice. “I, on 
the other hand, have only acquired thirteen of the necessary bandwidth 
wavelengths so far.” 


Outside, the Pterodactyl was in an upwards tailspin and it was all Josh 
could do to prevent from upchucking in the small domed cockpit, much 
less find a way to regain control of his mount. 


If he got sucked into the wormhole before he could open up a Fold 
Gate, they'd have no chance whatsoever of stopping the Hy'‘Jax... 


...and then it hit him. 
The solution. 


The wormhole was a direct conduit through the Netherscape straight 
on through to a point in the real universe, wherever the Hy'Jax home world 
was. 


He didn't have to open up a Fold Gate before the Hy'Jax entered the 
wormhole, he could simply use the fissure already in motion as his Fold 
Gate. If he closed the back door which opened on to the Hy'Jax home 
world, then the shifted mass would simply be trapped between here and 
there, more specifically, Netherspace itself! And by preventing both sides 
of the vacuum from being accessed, the operating rule of a physics vacuum 
would not be enforceable. 


Josh fiercely pulled on the reigns of the Pterodactyl's harness and 
tried to point the Bionosaur's head towards the wormhole. It tried to defy 
him, until Josh shut down the bionic optical implants which served as the 
creature's eyes. Unable to see what a mess it was flying through placated 
the animal. Josh kicked at its side and the metallic wings picked up even 
more speed, hurtling towards the wormhole like a bullet. 


A deft slip of his fingers and the Light Burden's flap flipped open. 
The magical energies contained in the limitless bag of tricks immediately 
reacted to the churning maelstrom around it. 


In layman's terms, the satchel started to dry-heave. 


Spatial energies hiccuped from the opening of the Light Burden, as 
Josh tried to find the right “feel” for a Fold Gate which could match the 
wormhole's spatial characteristics. 


In essence, Josh had put his satchel on a scanning mode, like a car 
radio looking for a station which wasn't playing Brittany Spears. It was 
bumpy going for the Light Burden, halting several times as it came close. 


Josh knew he'd hit the “all-cool” station as soon as the Light Burden's 
open maw erupted with a funnel of energy all its own. 


The small whirlpool spun outward, matching the clockwise direction 
of the enormous wormhole around him. 


Josh felt the strain, as if he were being asked to keep the barn door to 
the entire universe open during the worst hurricane in history. 


“Barry,” he hissed. “I'm — in place — I have — it open —” 


He could only make out every other word of Barry's response on his 
comm-link. His friend had either said, “The Hy'Jax are starting to lift their 
territorial mass out of the ground right now,” or “A fax is farting bare ass 
sounds how.” 


Josh figured it was the former. 


Inside the skimmer craft, Barry watched with a mix of dread and awe 
as an entire region of land below him slowly ripped itself out of the 
topsoil, the gravimetric bubble protecting the territories cast deep into the 
bedrock below the Hy'Jax lands. Like a piece of the nastiest Velcro coming 


undone, the landmass cleared the ground and slowly rose into the air, ina 
measured counterclockwise spin. 


“Tt's up and coming your way,” shouted Barry. “It's incredible!” 
Josh's voice: “Did you say it looked edible?” 


“Never mind,” said Barry, knowing the communications line was 
getting garbled. “Adon, how're we — you — doing?” 


“Up to twenty,” came her strained voice. Barry knew how taxing this 
had to be on her energy form. She was basically stretching her control over 
the sentient mass of energy that comprised her “body” across a very vast 
metaphysical plane. “How fast are the Hy'Jax going?” 


“IT figure you have about one minute, tops,” Barry responded. He 
wished he could have given her a more favorable answer. 


“A shame, really,” said Adon's eerily calm voice. “I think I will need 
a minute and a half.” 


“Well, I can't do much to buy you time on your end,” said Barry, 
suddenly coming up with an idea. “But I think I can do something on this 
side of things...” 


Barry ran his thin fingers over the navigation systems and steered the 
skimmer craft for a beeline course aimed directly at the Hy'Jaxian control 
center mounted on the Burrakian collective. He had realized earlier on that 
these aliens had willingly (or unwillingly, who knew?) sacrificed 
themselves for the sake of their people. They had taken control of the 
collective knowing full well that their job would not be completed until 
well after their people had made it through the wormhole. 


Since Josh's plan was two-fold: redirect the Hy'Jax territory and stop 
the Hy'Jax left behind from plopping the Burrakian butts down on the 
vacated landmass, he knew that each was a distinct and dissimilar course 
of action. 


Adon needed more time to gain control over the wavelength spectrum 
they were using to herd the collective, he would find a way to give her that 
time by attacking the Hy'Jax control center. Josh would or wouldn't do 
what he had to up there, but both parts of the plan needed to be fulfilled in 
order to give them any hope of safeguarding Galyanna. 


In the air, Josh saw the growing mass of land through the shifting 
energy spectrum. What had begun as a small, ill-defined black smudge 
below him, had begun to take greater form and acuity. An entire patch of 
land the size of an island was rising towards him. He could begin to make 
out the agricultural fields; the city's building shapes and the cramped 
“suburban” living areas. 


The moral ambiguity of his actions slid across his conscience. He was 
consigning an entire population to an eternal purgatory. Yes, they could 
survive in the Netherscape, even thrive, if they maintained their food 
supplies and life support systems within the gravimetric bubble, but they 
would be forever adrift. 


All they wanted to do was go home. He couldn't blame them for that, 
or judge them too harshly. It was, as Barry would say, a matter of simple 
mathematics: the needs of the many versus the needs of the many more. 


The Hy'Jax themselves, as a people, if not as individuals, had 
determined this course of action. They could have tried working with the 
unified lands of Galyanna, like Forever Light, to find a more workable 
solution. They had chosen not to. 


If the consequence of their actions were banishment at sea, never to 
find a port to call home, well, the consequences of Josh's inaction would 
be far worse. An inevitable death to all the living creatures in the Lost 
Land and possibly, death to the entire universe awaited them if they did not 
act to stop the Hy'Jax. 


Josh looked around him, rearing Pterry in a semi-circle. The gaping 
maw encircling him was staggering in its proportions. The immensity of 
his actions was nearly beyond his ability to comprehend, so Joshua did the 
next best thing. He belittled the whole magilla and treated it in as mundane 
and commonplace a fashion as he could. 


“Okay, relay throw is coming in, get your feet set for the pivot, don't 
throw it before you've caught it,” he muttered the same litany of 
instructions all athletes ran through during the white-hot moments when 
their minds and bodies were a part of the direct play. 


The Hy'Jaxian territories loomed below him, slowly spinning for an 
eventual collision with his holding place in the spatial storm. Josh knew 


that he had to wait until the last possible moment and then, not get out of 
the way, but actually ride the wave into the wormhole ahead of the 
landmass in order to seal the far door. Navigating his way through and out 
of the Netherscape was a routine matter for him. As easily as gliding in 
and out of the doors to his sister's upstairs hallway. He just couldn't ride 
into the wormhole too far ahead of the Hy'Jax or he'd risk losing control of 
the Fold Gate opening which had super-imposed itself over the diameter of 
the wormhole itself. 


Josh waited. The glowing energies of the gravimetric force field 
inched closer. He could see spatial energies bouncing off the shield like 
bugs on a windshield. 


Closer. 


The Pterodactyl sensed the incredible pressures surrounding it, even if 
he couldn't see it. He started bucking wildly, nervous over his impending 
fate. Josh dug his heels into the ribs of the animal, hoping to remind the 
creature of its domesticated training. The slap didn't work, so he tried a 
stroke, scratching the small patch of leather hide on his back that was 
available to him under the harness saddle he straddled. 


The human touch had a more desirable effect. The Pterodactyl calmed 
down enough for Josh to regain control of the mount. 


The city came towards him, looking like Atlantis rising from the 
ocean depths, with Josh as a piece of flotsam floating in its direct path. 


When he felt the energies of the gravimetric forces tickling the soles 
of his feet and he could actually make out individual windows on the 
building towers beneath him, Josh decided he had waited long enough. 


He kicked at Pterry's side, turning him up and jetted into the gaping 
maw of infinity. 


Far below, the skimmer craft sidled up to the lurching Burrakian 
collective as it shuffled towards the patch of rent earth where the Hy'Jax 
territory has lain. Barry called up an automatic weapons flurry and targeted 
the control center affixed to the Burrakian's terrestrial form. He kept the 
weapons systems on a low setting so as to distract, not destroy, the aliens. 


Barry preferred to think of himself as a lady-killer, not a real killer. 


The weapons array let loose with a volley of rotating energy pulses 
which hit the control center square on. Inside, the Hy'Jax scientists 
scrambled to keep the biodome intact. Several consoles and panels began 
belching sparks as a fissure in the plexiglass shielding of the construct let 
the colder air of their current altitude into the already frantic environment. 


Barry said aloud, “That should buy you some more time.” 


“T think it did,” Adon's voice came in reply. “Their control of five 
previously cataloged wavelengths were severed by your attack. I only have 
two more bandwidths to attenuate. Even if they were to try and position 
the collective now, I suspect that they'd get no more than one of the 
Burrakian's feet in place.” 


Barry looked up at the sky, his scanners useless in the barrage of 
interspatial activity. The air was thick with enough atmospheric juice to fill 
an ocean. His eyes could barely make out the dot that was the Hy'Jax 
territory as it entered the swirling maelstrom of the wormhole. 


The pinprick disappeared in a haze of roiling energy. 
And just as suddenly, the wormhole disappeared. 


The Hy'Jax in the control center, malfunctions be damned, hit the 
switch to activate the Burrakians. Adon was right in her assumption, but 
wrong in her anatomy. The Hy'Jax did have enough control left to move 
one part of the Burrakian collective, but it wasn't the leg. 


It was an arm. 


The left arm. Which was coming down directly towards the skimmer 
craft! 


Inside the wormhole, Joshua rode like the fires of hell were at his 
heels. He flipped open his TekBow and let loose with an arrow made up of 
pure Fold Gate energy, 


It reached the small tail funnel of the wormhole and exploded with 
interspatial force, sealing the conduit and creating a backlash towards him. 


He rapidly opened up a small Fold Gate, steering the Pterodactyl 
through it just as the backwash from the collapse engulfed the point where 
he had been. 


Joshua never even got to see the Hy'Jax inside the funnel as it 
collapsed into the Netherscape before his smaller Fold Gate closed behind 
him. 

And he barely had enough time to look up to avoid a group of people 
looking up in astonishment at him atop the observation deck of the Empire 
State Building in Midtown Manhattan in broad daylight before quickly 
opening another Fold Gate back to Galyanna. 


In the Lost Land, Barry cringed in abject terror as the massive 
encrusted hide of the swatting arm engulfed his small ship in shadows. 


And a funny thing happened on the way to Heaven; he got a reprieve. 
The arm stopped. 


About ten yards from the hovering craft. 


Adon's voice came through the comm-link. “That would make for 
twenty-seven bandwidths, I believe.” 


Barry looked up to see the Hy'Jax in the control center with their arms 
raised in surrender as Joshua, astride the Pterodactyl, a cannon fusion 
launcher in both arms, gave them little choice. 


Days later, with the Hy'Jax under arrest and the Burrakians safely 
nestled in the land vacated by the Hy'Jax, while still in complete control of 
their collective hive-mind, Adon flipped a switch to activate the cybernetic 
implants they had placed in the collective. Everyone there, no matter what 
species they were originally from, took part in a very silly human ritual 
and crossed their fingers. 


The scientists from Forever Light followed the cascade as the 
broadband wavelength spectrum flooded over the Burrakian's collective 
encephalographic wavelengths, washing them in a warm rinse. The 
realignment of the geoelectric bandwidths wouldn't hurt the collective in 
the least, and it could save them all. 


Slowly, the signature lines aligned themselves between the 
Burrakian's geoelectric output and the needs of the Lost Land's tectonic ley 
lines. 


The graph lines overlapped, fluttered back and forth within 
millimeters of each other, and then settled into one continuous flat-line. 
Two different wavelength grids matched perfectly. 


Within minutes, the perpetual grumbling tremors which had vibrated 
across Galyanna for months since Primagen was killed simply stopped. 


Time would tell if it would be the long-term salvation of the Lost 
Land, or just a short-term finger in the dike until a more permanent answer 
could be found. For now, they could all breathe a little easier, since in 
geological terms, the solution, even if short-lived, would serve for a good 
thousand years or so. 


Barry high-fived an alien scientist who happened to have eight fingers 
on one hand, then turned to do the same to Adon. His thrust hand passed 
right through the upraised holographic image of her arm and he spastically 
fell to the soft grassy knoll atop the Burrakian. 


Everyone had a good laugh, as usual, at Barry's expense. He was glad 
to comply and in too good a mood to be embarrassed about it. 


Josh, never one for overt emotional displays, was reticent even by his 
standards. Adon approached him and said, “Thinking about the Hy'Jax?” 


Josh smiled. She knew him too well. They were two of a kind. The 
responsibility never left their shoulders anymore. “Yeah, I was. Wondering 
if it was fair, what I did to them. If maybe I should go into the Netherscape 
and figure out a safe way to get them through, or even bring them back 
here.” 


“Retuming them to Galyanna would only create a situation where 
they would try all over again,” Adon stated. “As for sending them 
somewhere else? That might be good for the Hy'Jax, but what about the 
people of whichever planet in your reality that were forced to accept them? 
Hardly fair to them, I imagine.” 


“Yeah, you'd be right. So all that's left for them is perpetual purgatory, 
floating around in their city forever?” 


“They live,” she said coldly. “Some might consider that more than 
they deserve. If you wish to be positive about it, at the very least you have 
given them time to atone for their sins of aggression.” 


“Or you could be negative and say it just gives them eternity to plan 
their revenge, huh?” he laughed. 


“Either way, a Turok will be prepared to stop them,” she smiled, her 
bioelectric aura creating a tingle across his back as she brushed her hand 
across his cheek. 


Josh breathed a weary sigh, his eyes looking at her, but seeing 
something far, far away. “Yeah... there'll be a Turok to stop them... 
always.” 


There was a silent pause, which was broken when she asked; “Did I 
say thank you for once again saving Galyanna and the known universe?” 


Her thin smile created a wider grin on his face. “Nah, I think you 
forgot to.” 


“How is it again on Earth that someone expresses deep sentiments of 
thanks?” she said coyly. “A kiss, is it not?” 

He leaned towards her, his lips brushing a form of cohesive light and 
sustained gravity wells. His body felt a rush of fire along every synaptic 
gap. 

They broke off, both feeling the deeper longing within them. He 
smiled again. 

“What?” 


Josh dipped his chin into his shoulder and arched a seductive eyebrow 
as he said, “I was just thinking, if that's the payment I can expect, maybe 
the Hy'Jax can come back and try again tomorrow?” 


“No need for them to do that,” she said, “in order for me to do this...” 


They kissed again. In some cases, the Turok's rewards were more than 
worth the risks. 
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